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REMARKS. 


iSbetpbotJg’B  lijusbanti. 

There  is  considerable  risk  in  making  oneself  too 
agreeable.  Your  unpleasant  fellow  may  walk  through 
the  world  without  the  inconvenience  of  being  every¬ 
body’s  humble  servant,  and  lugged  into  those  innume¬ 
rable  good  things  that  result  from  lacking  the  resolution 
to  refuse  a  favour.  This  too-easy  compliance  is  the 
source  of  many  awkward  perplexities — for  example,  the 
ludicrous  mishaps  of  Mr.  Alexis  Twisselton. 

Mr.  Twisselton  is  one  of  those  bewitching  Benedicks 
that  ought  not  to  be  let  loose  upon  society,  without  a 
label.  Rusticating  at  Tunbridge  Wells,  he  consoles 
himself  for  the  absence  of  his  amiable  lady,  by  his 
polite  attentions  to  the  miscellaneous  fair  that  domicile 
under  the  roof  of  mine  hostess,  Mrs.  Pimpernel.  A 
boarding-house  is  an  excellent  preparatory  school  for 
folks  who  would  see  life — the  company  meet  on  such 
easy  terms ;  they  become,  for  entertainment,  so  de¬ 
pendent  upon  each  other,  that  the  bashful  man  feels  his 
modesty  gradually  give  way,  and  the  confident  spark 
has  an  ample  field  for  the  exercise  of  his  agreeable 
qualities  ; — a  boarding-house  is  the  very  Olla  Podrida  of 
society — bewitching  maidens,  and  widows  bewitched 
— blue  stockings,  and  yellow  admirals — dandies  in 
scarlet,  and  dowagers  deep  read— there  the  single  may 
get  married,  and  the  married  temporarily  escape  into 
single  blessedness.  All  the  characters  are  in  masque¬ 
rade  ;  and,  as  it  should  be,  dupe  one  another. 

Two  young  ladies,  to  avoid  a  disagreeable  match, 
run  away  from  their  guardians,  and  seek  an  asylum  in 
the  boarding-house  of  Mrs.  Pimpernel.  There  they 
encounter  the  agreeable  Mr.  Alexis  Twisselton,  whom, 
from  his  particular  assiduities  and  buoyant  spirits, 
they  take  for  a  bachelor.  After  a  hot  pursuit,  the  old 
Argusses  light  on  the  fair  fugitives.  In  this  emergency, 
both  ladies  hit  upon  the  same  expedient,  and  beg 
the  favour  of  Mr.  Twisselton  to  become  their  husband, 
pro  tempore ,  and  thus,  by  exerting  his  conjugal  authority, 
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save  them  from  the  chagrin  of  a  capture.  This  request 
is  couched  in  such  equivocal  terms,  that  Mr.  Alexis 
trembles  on  the  matrimonial  precipice  of  three  wives; 
and  begms  seriously  to  calculate  the  pains  and 

cons^Ms8  °ftlb,gamy’  rThe  mystery  being  cleared  up,  he 
;  /he  ^ardmns  are  tricked,  and  the  ladies 

ter  who  ^s*  Pimpernel  has  a  daugh- 

bu »  „  S  the  ,destl“ed  bride  of  Mr.  Theophilus  Bun- 

bury  a  pin-maker,  from  Threadneedle  Street  This 
gentleman  arrives  post-haste,  for  the  purpose  of  celebra- 

U  tle ZZT  S  WUh  the  fair  a“d  Ws  presence 

is  the  prelude  to  some  capital  sport.  Deeply  enamoured 

traledv  wn,;1^  T  burn^Yo  reh^r/e  a 

agedy,  written  by  her  blue-stocking  friend  Mrs  4ra- 

SffVStaSE.8  U',d’  ^0win«  ‘he  ready  glance  of 

i>Jr.  Iwisselton,  requests,  as  a  particular  favour  that  he 
w,l  try  a  scene  with  her.  In  the  midst  of  a  high  tragedy 
rant,  when  “  the  guilty  mother,”  *  geQy 

"  ^brokeii'voha;’’— a'8(raCt*°U  l,cr  “P««. 

Penin  P°fke‘  handkerchief,  is  confessing  to  King 
rn  I  f  s!rinS  ol  enormities,  Mr.  Bunburv  imve^ 
ceptibly  steals  in,  and,  being  ignorant  of  ih*>  ^ 

penchant  of  his  intend’ed  mo^herSaw,  Lerhears  wUh° 

^eperomo^irT"11'  ‘'if  Shf  has  a  sec,md  h^and  in 
J  I  !  '  ,Mr-  1  rttsseltou,  the  quondam  King  Penin  • 

and  two  sons— an  addition  to  her  family  that  lie  had*  not 

calculated  upon,  when  he  reckoned  .p  the  old 

moveables,  and  marked  them  for  his  own  or  i  ,  - 

the  joke,  Mrs.  Tvvisselton  next  arrives  anl  h  '16  -™ 
heiMvrath,  and  fill^ np^m^  ok"  “e  ^ 

without  servile  imitation  is  o  wiiime'  ^reen,  who, 
Harley  and  Wrench,  played  “  Everybody's  Hushed” 
l-nme  styie-we  have  seldom  stnamo/e  arable' 2' 
one  on  better  terms  with  other  people  or  himself;!  ^ 

“  \  dial  I’m  pralty,  but  I  can't  In  in  ,hat 

Ami  n  the  folks  think  so,  they  know  whips  what  I 
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To  handsome  young  men,  ladies  were  never  yet  blind, 

And  if  l  were  born  a  great  beauty ,  that’s  no  fault  of  mine  !" 

Mrs.  Glover  is  a  superb  tragedy  queen — it  was  a  good 
joke  to  see  Mr.  Green  (Round  about  the  cauldron  go!) 
make  the  circuit  of  her  charms  during  the  rehearsal  of 
“  The  Guilty  Mother.”  He  looked  like  a  rushlight  (en¬ 
compassed  in  an  angel  frame  !)  when  buried  in  her  em¬ 
brace.  This  is  the  secret  of  true  burlesque.  The  re¬ 
presentative  of  Mr.  Theophilus  Bunbury  was  Mr. Smith  : 
his  ludicrous  horror  when  he  listened  to  the  recital  of 
Mrs.  Pimpernel — his  bluff  exclamation,  “  She  wants  to 
bolt !”  his  look,  voice,  dress,  demeanour, — were  so  per¬ 
fectly  in  character  with  the  amazed  and  enamoured 
cockney,  that  we  hail  this,  our  first  dramatic  acquaint¬ 
ance  with  an  actor  of  so  much  promise. 

The  appointments  and  decorations  of  the  Queen's 
Theatre  are  on  a  scale  of  great  liberality,  with  a  due  re¬ 
gard  to  taste.  The  name  is  judiciously  chosen. — Pope 
notices  the  compliment  that  florists  usually  pay  to  princes 
by  giving  their  names  to  the  most  curious  flowers  of  their 
raising : — 

“  Fair  from  its  humble  bed,  I  rear’d  this  fiow’r, 

Suckled,  and  cheer’d,  with  air,  and  sun,  and  show’r  ; 

Soft  on  the  paper  ruff  its  leaves  I  spread. 

Bright  with  the  gilded  button  tipp’d  its  head  ; 

Then  thron’d  in  glass,  and  nam’d  it  Caroline  ! 

Each  youth  cry’d,  charming!  and  each  nymph,  divine !” 

The  hint  has  not  been  lost  on  theatrical  managers. 

D. - G. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 

The  Conductors  of  this  work  print  no  plays  but  those  which  they 
have  seer,  acted.  The  Stage  Directions  are  given  from  personal 
observations  during  the  most  recent  performances. 

EXITS  and  ENTRANCES. 

R.  means  Right;  L.  Left;  F.  the  Flat,  or  Scene  running 
across  the  back  of  the  Stage  ;  D.  F.  Door  in  Flat;  R.  D.  Right 
Door  ;  L.  i).  Left.  Door  ;  S.  E.  Second  Entrance  ;  U.  E.  Upper 
Entrance  ;  C.  D.  Centre  Door. 

RELATIVE  POSITIONS. 

R.  means  Right  ;  L.  Left  ;  C.  Centre;  R.  C.  Right  of  Centre  ; 
L.  C.  Left  of  Centre. 

R.  RC.  C.  LC.  L. 

***  T\e  Reader  is  supposed  to  be  on  the  Stage, facing  the  Audience. 


©asst  of  tlje  (fffjaracters, 

As  Performed  at  the  Queen's  Theatre,  Tottenham  Street , 
Fitzroy  Square ,  February,  1831. 


Mr.  Alexis  Twisselton 
Mr.  Theophilus  Bunbury  . 

Figgins . 

Spriggins  . 

Dick ,  a  Waiter  . 


.  Mr.  Green. 

.  Mr.  Smith. 

.  Mr.  Tilbury. 
.  Mr.  Munroe 
.  Mr.  Barnett. 


Mrs.  Pimpernel,  Mistress  of  a  Board¬ 
ing  House  .... 
Fanny,  her  Daughter  . 

Miss  Thompson,  Spriggins’ s  Ward 
Miss  Tomkins,  Figgins’s  Ward  . 
Mrs.  Twisselton  .... 
Maid  Servant 


Mrs.  Glover. 

Miss  Sinclair. 
Miss  Garrick. 
Miss  Stohwasser. 
Miss  Wells. 


SCEN E—A  Boarding-House  in  Tunbridge  Wells. 


^Tostumr. 


MR.  ALEXIS  TWISSELTON. — Olive  coat _ wh.i 

waistcoat — white  trousers — white  silk  storkim 
-white  hat-white  kid  gl„  ""  stuck‘”S»~PU...P3 

MR.  THEOPHILUS  BUNBTJR V 

shoerb'0ad  SlriPed  wai5tco‘“-|>road  striped'frousfrs- 

8q/a^dNfh7e,01ad„dnh“;5,eSdreS3-knee 

SPRIGGINS— Ibid 

BpeDokledTo'e-shroerke‘-red  wais*oat-breeche9- 
hM Br™*  ^resa  cap  o, 

MISS  THOMPSON.  }  . 

MISS  TOMKINS.  C  Any  dresses  of  coloured  mus- 
MRS.  PIMPERNEL. )  1,11  or  bonnets. 


EVERYBODY’S  HUSBAND. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — A  Room  handsomely  furnished — doors  n. 
and  l.,  and  folding  door  in  the  flat. 

Enter  Mrs.  Pimpernel  and  Fanny,  r.  d. 

Mrs.  P.( C.)  Well,  now,  my  dear  daughter,  every  thing 
is  prepared— you  must  lose  no  time  in  getting  ready  for 
church,  for,  as  the  play  has  it,  “The  Bridal  Fount  now 
plays  auspiciously 

Fanny,  (r.  c.)  Oh,  my  dear  ma,  I  can’t  help  thinking 
that  my  visit  to  dear  delightful  London  was  the  luckiest 
thing  in  the  world ;  for,  if  I  had  never  gone  there,  I  should 
never  have  known  that  most  charming  of  his  sex,  Mr. 
Theophilus  Bunbury. 

Mrs.  P.  Yes,  my  dear  Fanny ; — separated  as  your  mo¬ 
ther  has  been  for  the  last  seven  years  from  her  cruel  and 
good-for-nothing  husband,  she  has  been  solaced  alone 
bv  her  maternal  feelings,  and  solicitude  for  your  settle¬ 
ment,  and  to  render  your  Hymeneal  fetters  as  rosy  as 
her’s  were  in  your  father’s  time — her  first  wedded  lord. 

Fanny.  Oh,  you  are  a  dear  good  ma,  and  I  am  sure 
Bunbury  and  myself  shall  often  come  down  to  Tunbridge 
in  the  season,  to  drink  the  waters  with  our  dear  good 

ma.  . 

Mrs.P.  You’ll  not  forget  my  advice,  Fanny— -but, 

dear  me,  you  ought  to  have  got  dress’d  before  now — do 
go _ yet  stay  a  moment — here,  love,  here  are  “  The  Con¬ 

jugal  Instructions” — [Pulling  a  paper  out  of  her  reticule.} 
this  contains  precepts  for  your  rule  and  guidance  for 
every  hour  of  the  day.  I  recommend  to  your  particular 
attention  article  the  ninth,  respecting  “  the  Enforcement 
of  Obedience.” 

Fanny.  [Takes  the  paper  and  reads.}  “  King  Pepin,  or  the 
Guilty  Mother.” 

Mrs.P.  [Surprised.]  What  do  you  say  ?— Oh,  that’s 
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kvkk YBODY’s  husband.  [ACv  t 

says  that  ev™  "pin a div ^’/°r  7' de»r'rl.eophil„s 
'«  happens  to  be  oa  (he  ld  tJT  l  yfr;”  anii  as 
may  as  well  pick  up  a  littleP  tn  thlnk®’ 1  suppose,  he 
Mrs.  J*.  Well  Fanny  i®’  ,  P-  y  C°ach'hire  hack, 
country,  I  am  qiite  delight.]  ioH'lT^  u  '*  life  of  our 
husband  you’ll  have.  [Bells  rin<r  1  c°  U  la! :a  Patriotic 

—What  can  Dick  be  about’—  Instead^  “f.lh®  .BoardC'S 
hells  1 11  the  narlnnv  u  *  nsicaa  ol  attending  to  the 

kitchen,  i'll  warrant  hfm  1  Not'"®,  l°  U«  Wles  i”  the 
after  the  guests— go  you  and^.t  ’  <Ja,"s,hter.  I  must  look 

“  tonj'u®ai 

/  mmJ'  °h'  1’"  by  heart,  mamma. 

Can.  Here  J  al  aga'-f  B,°rBtRV’ c’  »•  '■  ' 

cute  fellows— always  an  eve  t  toKd ’•  we  Londoners  are 
orders  in  the  pinlne,  though  ?  ^S,ness~I’ve  got  a  few 
bridge  on  a  pleasuring  exp^hhin^r  d°WD  to  Tun‘ 
La,  I  m  afraid  it’s  getting  Iaf*P  2  i  &et  tarried. 

Mrs.  Pimpernel?  Ld n^ereVm  here,s/anny  ?  where's 
must  look  after  them.  [Got,,,  l  Vunh  "S'faVours 
boarding-house  are  so  much  vvit!  16  r°0ms  in  this 

parcel  of  pill-boxes  that  I  scaTceVj Y™  ano,t,ier’  Lke  a 
go.  dl  1  soaicely  know  which  way  to 

Enter  Mr.  Alexis  Twissei.ton,  c.  d.^’  °*  °*  F* 

Alexis  TwissdtonS^hfshoSld  haiD  ^  adorable  Mrs. 
n,*ht  *  s^ge.  Well,  Lw  rea  av  I®  ?rnVed  by  lhe  last 
self  pretty  considerably  for ’the  list  *have  enjoyed  mv. 

h.t  of  bachelor-enjoyed  mie  ft  ‘^^fV^oinS  a 

hlrs.  Alex.s  Twisselton  were5  to  m  ‘h’  lf  the  adorable 

stateatoac0n~e"JOyment  solus-after" anmaoe  SUch  a" 
state  to  compare  to  the  state  marital  t ’•  there  ls 

woman— to  be  sure,  she  won?  bear  7  e  ‘S  a  nice  lil»e 

splendid  boarders  who  are  now—?  C?mpanson  to  the 

mysterious,  though,  that  two  ?eal  u  V‘"S,  here-'ather 

tug  at  a  boarding-house  at  a  ,,  .,i  •  *  ,es  &houId  he  stay. 

male  protector.  The  tallest  has'Sle^^ca]"]!;'!^ 
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not-to-be-mistaken,  amatory  obliques  at  my  figure  ;  and 
the  little  one  last  night  remarked  that  she  never  saw  so 
striking  a  likeness  to  a  young  captain  whom  she  d  been 
dying  for,  but  who  unluckily  one  day  died  himself. 
[Looking  at  his  watch.]  Ten  minutes  after  twelve  f  I  m 
getting  quite  uneasy  about  the  non-arrival  ot  the  delec¬ 
table  Mrs.  T.— I’ll  ring  and  inquire  at  what  hour  the 
next  stage  comes  in — [Kings.]  It  that  does  not  bring  her, 
I’m  determined  not  to  delay  any  longer,  but  take  a  post- 
chaise  and  meet  her.  Why  the  devil  don  t  they  answrer 
the  bell  ?  [Rings  again. 

Enter  Dick,  l. 

Twi.  (c.)  Dick,  what  time  is  the  next  stage  expected? 

Dick.  (l.  c.)  Not  till  to-morrow  at  twelve,  sir — the 

last  stage  has  just  come  in,  sir. 

Twi.  No  lady  make  any  inquiry  after  Mr.  Alexis 

Twisselton  ? 

Dick.  No,  sir. 

Twi.  That’s  strange — Dick,  if  there  should  be  a  re¬ 
turn-chaise  to  Flimvvell,  let  me  know.  [Aside.]  I  m  a 
single  man,  then,  until  to-morrow.  I  say,  Dick,  1  un¬ 
derstand  you  are  going  to  have  a  wedding  in  the  family  ? 

Dick.  Yes,  sir  :  a  London  gentleman  in  the  pin  line- 
very  well  to  do,  they  say,  sir — fell  in  love  with  our  Miss 
Fanny  while  she  was  on  a  visit  to  his  mother  in  1  hread- 
needle  Street.  He’ll  come  in  for  all  the  old  lady’s  pro¬ 
perty  ;  so,  what  with  the  sticks  young  missus  will  get 
when  the  old  lady  pops  off,  they’ll  be  tolerably  snug, 
as  the  saying  is— keep  a  ebay,  perhaps.  [Bell  rings. J 
Well,  I’m  coming— I’ll  be  back  again  presently— I  say 
sir,  I’ll  let  you  into  some  queer  things. 

Twi.  No,  will  you,  though? 

Dick.  Yes,  I  will,  honour  bright!  for  I  ve  taken  a 
liking  to  you — but  mum,  you  know.  [Clapping  his  hand 
on  his  mouth ,  and  looking  knowing— bells  ring.]  Coming  !  I 
sav,  snug,  sir— coming,  coming  !  >  [E*lt  Dick,  R. 

Twi.  [Looking  after  him.}  Communicative  genius  !  Dick, 
can’t  be  called  a  dumb  waiter. 


Enter  Miss  Thompson  and  Miss  Tomkins,  c.  d.  f. 

Twi.  Good  morning,  ladies— been'  promenading,  I 
suppose;  ah,  the  balmy  air  of  the  Wells  has  added  a 
richer  bloom  to  cheeks  already  radiant  with  the  rosy 
tint  of  Hygeia’s  influence. 

Miss  Tho.  f  Aside.]  A  very  pretty  spoken  gentleman. 
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Miss  Tom.  [_To  Twisselton.]  We  regret  to  learn  from 
our  hostess,  that  you  are  about  to  deprive  us  of  your 
agreeable  society.  [Crosses  to  c. 

Tivi.  Yes,  ladies,  yes;  the  absence  of  a  particular 
person — I  may  say,  a  very  particular  person — [Aside.]  I 
think  I've  made  an  impression.  [Aloud.]  The  only  regret 
I  shall  experience  will  be  the  separating  from  two  ladies 
who  have  so  pre-eminently  contributed  to  the  delight  of 
the  visitors  of  England’s  most  salubrious  watering-place 
—Tunbridge  Wells. 

Miss  Tho.  Beautifully  complimentary  !  [Aside  to  Miss 
Tomkins.]  Should  our  guardians  overtake  us,  I  almost 
feel  disposed  to  solicit  his  friendship,  and  trust  him  with 
our  secret. 

Twi.  [Aside.]  An  extempore  congress  !  they  whisper  ! 
I’ve  hit  them  both — oh,  unhappy  Alexis  Twisselton  ! 
why  were  you  made  such  a  heart-breaker  1  [The  Ladies 
still  whispering.]  Ah,  it’s  a  clear  case — they’re  both  dying 
for  me,  and  are  quarrelling  which  shall  have  me. 

Miss  Tho.  [Aside  to  Miss  Tomkins.]  Then  you  agree  to 
my  trusting  him  ? 

Miss  Tom.  [Aside  to  Miss  Thompson.]  Most  certainly. 

Miss  Tho.  [Aside  to  Miss  Tomkins.]  Then  you  had  better 
go  and  watch  for  the  enemy,  so  as  to  give  me  a  signal  of 
his  approach.  [Exit  Miss  Tomkins,  c.  D.  F. 

Twi.  [Looking  at  Miss  Thompson.]  Oh,  then,  this  is  to 
be  the  happy  woman — now  for  it. 

Miss  Tho.  [Hesitating.]  Sir — I- - 

Twi.  Madam— [Aside.]  What  a  pretty  bit  of  timidity  ! 

Miss  Tho.  Sir,  your  generous,  agreeable  air  induces 
me  to  solicit  your  friendship. 

Twi.  My  dear  madam,  you’ve  got  it,  and  a  great  deal 
more.  You  “  come  but  for  friendship,  and  take  away 
love.” 

Miss  Tho.  Well,  sir,  I  pardon  your  volatility;  and 
you,  in  return,  must  excuse  my  briefness.  You  must 
know,  sir,  I  and  my  companion,  who  is  my  cousin,  have 
eloped  from  our  guardians,  to  avoid  two  matches  con¬ 
trary  to  our  inclinations. 

Enter  Miss  Tomkins,  hastily,  c.  d.  f 

Miss  Tom.  Oh,  my  dear  girl,  there’s  a  post-chaise 
voming  at  full  speed  down  the  hill  ! 

Miss  Tlio.  That’s  them,  1  dare  say— go,  look  out 
again.  [Eait  Miss  Tomkins,  c.  d.f.]  Now,  sir,  if  I  am 
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overtaken,  I  shall  be  conveyed  back  again,  unless  you, 
sir,  are  kind  enough  to - 

Twi .  What,  to  marry  you? — Ah,  I  can’t  do  that,  be¬ 
cause  I  was  married  about  a  month  ago. 

Miss  Tlio.  Sir,  I  did  noi  mean  that,  but  you  know,  sir, 
you  could  pass  yourself  off'  as  my  husband. 

Tivi.  Oh,  to  be  sure  I  could 

Miss  Tho.  But  perhaps  you’re  in  a  hurry? 

Twi.  [Pulling  off  his  gloves,  and  putting  them  in  his  pocket .] 
Oh,  no,  no  !  there’s  no  hurry. 

Spriggins.  [  Without ,  r.  u.  e.]  Well,  brother  guardian, 
as  you’re  jolted  to  death,  sit  down  while  I  explore. 

Enter  Spriggins,  c.  d.  f.,  and  sees  Miss  Thompson. 

Spr.  Ha,  ha!  there  you  are,  my  pretty  fugitive! 
[Staring  at  Twisselton ,  and  coming  down,  L.]  But  who’s  this  ? 

Twi.  (r.)  [Nodding  familiarly  at  Spriggins .]  Ah,  how 
d’ye  do?  how  d’ye  do? — Sit  down  and  make  yourself 
pleasant. 

Spr .  [ Angrily ,  l.]  No,  sir,  I  sha’nt  sit  down,  nor  I 
sha’nt  make  myself  pleasant. 

Twi.  Weil,  don’t  sit  down,  if  you  don’t  like  it,  and 
don’t  make  yourself  pleasant — this  is  a  land  of  liberty, 
and  you’ve  a  right  to  please  yourself. 

Spr.  [Enraged.]  Madam,  I  have  a  right  to  demand 
an  explanation  of  you,  as  to  who  this  impertinent  com¬ 
panion  of  your’s  is  ? 

[  Miss  Thompson  puts  up  her  fan,  and  assumes  bashfulness. 

Twi.  [Looking  at  her.]  I’ll  speak  for  you,  you“  pretty 
trembler.”  [Crosses  to  Spriggins . 

Spr.  “  Pretty  trembler”  be  d — d  ! 

Twi.  Hush,  hush,  old  gentleman ;  don’t  conduct  your¬ 
self  so  obstreperously,  or  I  shall  be  obliged  to  exercise 
my  prerogative,  and  turn  you  out  of  the  room. 

Spr.  Your  prerogative,  puppy  ! 

Twi.  Yes,  sir ;  that  of  a  doating,  devilish  agreeable, 
high-spirited  husband. 

Spr.  Husband  ! 

Twi.  Yes,  sir,  husband  :  where  I  was  married,  and 
when  I  was  married,  to  that  young  lady,  she  can  perhaps 
inform  you — [Aside.]  for  hang  me  if  I  can.  [Crosses  to  R. 

Spr.  (l.)  Very  fine,  very  line,  indeed!  but,  hark  ye, 
my  sagacious  bridegroom,  not  a  shilling  of  that  lady’s 
property  do  you  touch. 

Twi.  Well,  sir,  who  wants  it?  [Crossing  to  Spriggins.} 
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I’ve  a  million  of  acres  in  every  county,  besides  three 
Welsh  ambassadorships,  all  in  my  gift.  If  jou’d  like  to 
go  plenipotentiary  to  Poyais,  or  ambassador  to  Parrapa- 
poopoo,  [ Slapping  him  on  the  shoulder .]  I’ll  start  you  off, 
my  old  boy. 

Spr.  You’re  very  good,  sir;  but  I’ll  inquire  further 
into  this.  [Goin^. 

Twi.  That’s  right ;  a  spirit  of  inquiry  is  very  charac¬ 
teristic  of  the  present  day.  [To  Miss  Thompson.]  Go  and 
satisfy  your  amiable  guardian,  my  dear.  [Puts  her  towards 
Sprigging.]  Go  and  answer  all  hi's  questions,  and  return 
to  your  adored,  on  the  wings  of  Cupid.  I  say,  [Calling 
her  back  as  they  are  going  out  together .]  tell  him  all  the  lies 
you  can  think  upon.  [ Exeunt  Spriggins  and  Miss  Thompson , 
c.  d.  f.]  So,  they  are  got  rid  of— I  wonder  what  my 
little  wife  would  say  to  this— I’d  belter  be  off,  before 
they  discover  who  I  am — so  here  goes. 

[Draws  on  his  gloves,  and  crosses  to  L. 

Miss  Tom.  [Peeps  in,  and  whispers,  c.  D  F.]  Sir,  Sir  ! 

Twi.  Who  the  deuce  is  that  ?  [Looks round. J  Oh,  it’s  you? 

Miss  Tom.  Yes,  it’s  me,  sir  ;  may  I  beg  the  favour  of 
a  word  with  you  ? 

Twi.  A  word?  oh,  certainly  ;  but  let  it  be  a  short  one 
because  I  am  in  a  hurry.  [Approaches  her. 

Miss  Tom.  Pray,  don’t  say  that,  sir.  Surely,  you  are 
not  going  to  separate  from  us  so  soon  ? 

Twi.  [Aside.]  Separate  so  soon  !  she’s  in  love  with 
me,  too.  Nature,  cruel  but  bountiful  goddess,  why 
why  did  you  make  me  so  captivating?  [To  her.]  Well’ 
my  dear,  I’m  resigned  to  my  fate— [Pulling  off  his  gloves] 
and  putting  them  into  his  pocket.]  I’ll  not  be  in  a  hurry’ 
since  you  seem  to  wish  it  otherwise.  ’ 

Miss  Tom.  [Aside.]  Kind-hearted  being!  [To  him.] 
This,  then,  is  the  fact — the  same  post-chaise  that 
brought  hither  the  guardian  of  Miss  Thompson,  also 
conveyed  here  my  guardian. 

Twi.  Indeed !  then  it  brought  here  a  pair  of  guar¬ 
dians.  b 

Miss  Tom.  True,  sir  ;  and,  strange  tosav,  both  on  the 
same  errand. 

Twi.  [Laughing.]  Ha,  ha  !  very  remarkable,  indeed. 
1  hen  you— that  is,  I  mean  to  say,  that  you  ran  away 
from  your  guardian,  also.  "  3 

Miss  Tom.,  timidity.]  Yes,  sir. 

Twi.  And  you  expect  him  to  overtake  you? 
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Miss  Tom.  He  has  overtaken  me. 

Twi.  That’s  a  pity. 

Miss  Tom.  Ah,  sir,  I  knew  you’d  say  so;  therefore, 
relying  upon  the  kindness  of  your  disposition,  and  feel¬ 
ing  assured  how  powerfully  you  must  sympathize  with 
my  situation,  I  have  persuaded  myself  that,  to  prevent 
my  falling  again  into  the  clutches  of  my  guardian,  you 
will  grant  me  one  request. 

Twi.  That  is,  in  plain  English,  marry  you  myself — I 
can’t,  upon  my  soul — you  are  a  very  pretty  girl,  but  the 
laws  are  too  severe  against  bigamy,  to  risk  such  a  thing. 

Miss  Tom.  That  is  not  what  l  mean. 

Twi.  No  ! 

Miss  Tom.  No  :  if  you  are  not  in  too  great  a  hurry, 
and  would  oblige  me  by  acting  the  part  of  my  husband 
for  half  an  hour  or  so,  I  should  never  forget  it. 

Twi.  f Sin-prised.]  I  dare  say  not. 

Miss  Tom.  Cau  you  refuse  me?  [  Figgins  speaks  without.] 
Hark  !  I  hear  my  guardian  on  the  stairs — you  will  grant 
me  this  small  favour,  will  you  not? 

Twi.  Loveliest  of  your  sex,  I  will. 

Miss  Tom.  A  thousand  thanks!  though  positively  I'm 
quite  ashamed  to  delay  you,  for  I  think  you  said  you 
were  in  a  hurry. 

Twi.  Hurry!  oh,  no,  no,  there’s  no  hurry. 

[Pulls  off  his  gloves,  and  puts  them  in  his  pocket. 

Enter  FlGGlNS,  C.  d.  f.,  seeing  Miss  Tomkins. 

Fig.  Oh,  oh,  there  you  are.  [Comes  down,  L. 

Twi.  [To  Miss  Tomkins,  holding  np  his  glass,  and  staring 
at  Figgins,  then  speaks  to  Miss  Tomkins.']  Is  this  the  Dragon 
who  comes  to  look  after  his  Hesperian  fruit  ?  [She  sig¬ 
nifies  it  is. —  To  Figgins.]  How  are  you,  my  old  one? — 
W  hat  a  guy  of  a  coat  that  is  you’ve  got  on.  As  you  are 
the  guardian  of  my  little  lady  here,  I  suppose  I  must 
treat  you  with  some  civility,  so — [Figgins  is  advancing 
towards  him  ]  Keep  your  distance — stand  there — there — 
[Pointing. J  just  there,  and  I’ll  talk  to  you. 

Fig.  And  why  not  talk  to  me  anywhere  else  ? 

Twi.  Because  you’re  as  unfashionable  as  an  aider- 
man,  and  as  ugly  as  a  griffin. 

Fig.  Much  obliged. 

Ttvi.  (r.)  You  are  absolutely  a  pimple  on  the  beauti¬ 
ful  face  of  nature.  But  I  can’t  spare  you  any  more  of 
ray  valuable  time — so  listen  tome,  old ’Change  Alley.: 
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I’ve  connubialised  with  this  lady — you  hold  her  fortune 
— it  you  hand  it  me  over  quietly,  I’ll  allow  you  a  dis¬ 
count  for  the  money — so,  good  by.  If  you  presume  to 
follow  us — I’ve  a  pistol  in  each  pocket,  and  I’ll  blow 
your  brains  out. 

[Searches  his  pocket,  and,  while  searching,  flings  out  a  card 
unconsciously,  and  struts  off  with  Miss  Tomkins  to  the  other 
side,  L. 

Fig.  [Aside,  crossing  to  r.]  This  fellow’s  mad — if  I 
could  manoeuvre  that  card,  I  might  find  out  who  my  young 
gentleman  is.  [Forces  a  laugh.]  Ha,  ha  !  very  well,  my 
sprightly  spark  :  if  you  are  married,  I  can’t  help  myself 
— so  I  shall  leave  you  as  soon  as  I  have  tied  my  shoe 
[Stoops  and  picks  up  the  card.]  I’ve  got  it — adieu,  young 
people.  [Exit,  c.  D.  F.,  pointing  at  them,  and  singing.]  “  None 
but  the  brave  deserve  the  fair.” 

Twi.  [Looking  a+'ter  him.]  That’s  a  hearty  old  cock, 
and  I  like  him. 

Miss  T.  (c.)  A  thousand  thanks  for  your  kindness — 
now,  sir,  proceed  on  your  journey,  while  I  communicate 
to  Miss  Thompson  the  success  of  our  stratagem. 

[Runs  off',  l.  d. 

Twi.  (r.)  [Looking  after  her.]  There  she  goes,  and  I 
suppose  I  may  go,  too.  [Drawing  on  his  gloves.]  So,  now 
I’ll  be  off  in  right  earnest.  "  '  [Going,  L. 

Enter  Mrs.  Pimpernel,  l.,  dressed  for  the  wedding. 

Mrs.  P.  [Courtesying  formally. J  How  d’ye  do,  sir  ? 

Twi.  [Bowing.]  Quite  well,  ma’am,  I  thank  you. 
[Aside.]  1  must  let  her  into  the  secret,  or  she  may  destroy 
the  plans  of  my  two  allies.  [To  her.]  My  dear  Mrs.  Pim¬ 
pernel,  I  have  been  all  anxiety  to  see  you,  ma’am. 
There’s  something  about  your  physiognomy,  madam, 
which  tells  me  at  a  glimpse  that  you  are  a  Lady  of  great 
discretion— to  make  use  of  a  strong  expression,  you  are 
a  person  to  be  trusted. 

Mrs.  P.  [Aside.]  How  awfully  mysterious  ! 

Twi.  You  mnst  know,  Mrs.  Pimpernel,  I  have  a  pro¬ 
found— an  important  secret,  which  I  wish  to  confide  to 
you,  and  to  you  alone. 

Mrs.  P.  A  secret !  that’s  delicious  ! — I  love  a  secret 
— unbosom  yourself,  sir. 

Twi.  Learn,  then,  ray  dear  Mrs.  P.,  that  reasons,  all 
powerful  and  incomprehensible  to  you,  obliged  me,  for 
a  time,  to  conceal  from  the  world  the  holy  tie  which 
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binds  me  to  one  of  the  ladies  who  now  occupy  a  part 
and  parcel  of  your  respectable  and  fasnionable  boarding¬ 
house — those  reasons  still  exist,  but  to  you,  and  you 
ulone,  my  dear  madam,  I  divulge  the  secret  that  the  ci- 
devant  Miss  Thompson  is  the  real  and  legitimate  spouse 
of  Mr.  Alexis  Twisselton. 

Mrs.  P.  [Surprised.]  Miss  Thompson  ! 

Tici.  Yes,  Miss  Thompson.  [^4 side.]  I  think  I’m  right, 
it’s  either  Thompson  or  Tomkins,  but  hang  me  if  I  know 
which. 

Mrs.  P.  My  dear  Mr.  Twisselton,  allow  me  to  offer 
you  my  congratulations — she’s  a  charming  woman, 
[dside.]  I’m  almost  tempted.  [ Hesitates .]  I  really,  sir, 
feel  quite  overpowered  at  your  selecting  me  as  your  con¬ 
fidante — I’ll  return  the  obligation  by  requesting  your 
assistance  in  an  affair  of  great  delicacy  and  interest. 

Ttci.  [dside.]  What  the  deuce  is  coming  now? — Pro¬ 
ceed,  Mrs.  P. 

Mrs.  P.  Do  the  ladies  intend  making  a  long  stay  at 
Tunbridge  ! 

Twi.  Upon  my  life,  I  can’t  say — [ Hesitating .]  I  believe 

so. 

Mrs.  P.  [ Surprised .]  You  believe  so  !  wfty,  surely  you 
can’t  be  ignorant  of  the  intentions  of  your  own  wife — 
but  my  reason  for  asking  is  this — but  let  us  be  seated, 
sir.  [ Twisselton  brings  forward  two  chairs — they  sit  with  great 
formality,  c.]  You  must  know,  sir,  w'e  have  a  small  pri¬ 
vate  theatre  here,  where  w-e  are  going  to  play  a  play — 
now,  sir,  I  presume  that  you  know  what  a  play  is? 

Ttci.  Why,  I  believe  I  do,  madam. 

Mrs.  P.  Now,  sir,  your  wife  is  a  most  charming 
figure,  and  the  lady  that’s  with  her  has  a  very  fine  face 
for  an  opera — now,  sir,  if  you  could  but  prevail  upon 
them  to  take  characters,  it  would  be  as  delicious  as 
ice-cream  in  the  dog-days. 

Twi.  [  Aside .]  That’s  a  pretty  simile.  [Hesitating.]  Well, 
I  don’t  know — I  can’t  say — but,  however,  l’il  mention  it 
to  them.  [Attempts  to  rise — she  prevents  him. 

Mrs.  P.  That’s  not  all,  sir — would  you  believe  it,  sir 
— I  am  myself  devoted  to,  and  distractedly  in  love  with, 
the  beautiful  hystronomike  art. — I  once  saw  the  great 
Mrs.  Siddons  play  the  hand-washing  scene  of  Lady 
Macbeth,  and  dreamed  of  the  “  damned  spot”  for  nine 
nights  afterwards.  [Looks  at  her  watch.]  It’s  earlier  than 
I  thought  it  was.  I  have  got  the  part  I  am  to  act  in  my 
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reticule— I  am  quite  perfect  in  my  great  scene  in  the 
fourth  act — if  you  would  but  have  the  extreme  kindness 
to  hear  me  go  over  it - 

Twi.  [Laughing.]  What,  I  ! — Me  1 — And  pray,  my 
dear  Mrs.  P.,  what  may  be  the  name  of  the  Play  you 
are  going  to  act  1 

Mrs.  P.  Why,  it’s  a  maiden  effort,  but  full  of  genius, 
I  assure  you,  written  for  the  occasion  by  Miss  Arabella 
Podgers, — a  blue — a  deep  blue !  you  can  taste  the 
Prussic  acid  even  in  her  conversation.  She  is  head 
teacher  at  the  great  finishing  seminary  in  Paradise  Cres¬ 
cent.  It  is  entitled  “  King  Pepin,  or  the  Guilty  Mo¬ 
ther.”  ’Tis  such  a  prodigy  of  a  perduction  !  I  play 
the  principal  part,  sir.  Shakspeare  has  done  nothing 
like  it  in  the  female  line. 

Twi.  [Aside.]  No,  I  dare  say  not. 

Mrs.  P.  Now,  if  you  would  but  have  the  kindness — 

[Drawing  out  the  MS. 

Twi.  Well,  for  the  rarity  of  the  thing,  I  think  I  will. 

Mrs.  P.  I  wouldn’t  trouble  you,  only  they  really  are 
such  a  set  of  Gothic  Vandals  in  this  house. — For  in¬ 
stance,  there’s  my  future  son-in-law,  Mr.  Theophilus 
Bunbury,  doesn’t  even  know  that  Melpomene  presides 
over  comedy. 

Twi.  [Aside.]  Ignorant  wretch  ! 

Mrs.  P.  But  here’s  my  part — I’m  as  perfect  as  an 
angel.  Place  yourself  there — I’ll  stand  here.  You  are 
King  Pepin. 

Twi.  I,  King  Pepin  ! 

Mrs.  P.  I  am  the  Guilty  Mother.  Be  careful  to  give 
me  what  are  called  the  “  cues.”  [Showing  them  in  the 
MS.]  It  begins  here. 

Twi.  Very  well — I  see.  Give  me  hold  of  King  Pepin. 
[Snatching  the  MS.  out  of  her  hand.]  Now  for  it :  are  you 
ready,  ma’am  ? 

Mrs.  P.  Wait  till  I  get  out  my  white  handkerchief, 
and  dishevel  my  hair  a  little.  Now,  sir,  I’m  all  right. 

Twi.  Here  goes.  [leading.]  “  Great  princess,  they 
declare  your  royal  presence  is  wanted  in  the  vestibuly.', 

Mrs.  P.  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir  ;  but  Miss  Arabella 
Podgers,  the  authoress  of  the  tragedy,  always  calls  it 
“vestibule;”  and  be  good  enough  to  speak  it  louder 
than  that.  Recollect  that  I  have  twice  broken  my  sworu 
truth,  and  that  you  are  a  majesty. 

Twi.  Very  well,  ma’am  ;  I’ll  pitch  it  higher.  [Aside.] 
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What  a  rum  old  pump  she  is  !  [/1/ouch]  Now,  ma’am, 
hurrah  for  King  Pepiu  ! 

Enter  BONBORY,  c.  d.  f.,  dressed  with  wedding-favours  and 

white  gloves — he  stops  in  the  doorway ,  astonished ,  and  listens — 

Twisselton  holds  the  MS .,  so  that  it  is  unseen  by  Bunbury. 

Mrs.  P.  (r.)  [ Declaiming .]  “  I  believe,  vast  potentate 
of  the  Isle  of  Man,  that  we  are  here  more  free-er  from 
intruders  than  in  your  own  room/’ 

Twi.  (l.)  [ Reading .]  “  I  guess  we  are. — Speak!” 

Mrs.  P.  “  Be  seated,  I  conjure  you,  and  lend  me 
your  ears.” 

Twi.  “  No :  I  never,  in  council  or  in  close  divan,  e’er 
sit,  but  always  stand  erect,  in  conscious  honour  bold.” 

Mrs.  P.  [ Flinging  herself  into  a  chair,  C.,  and  groaning.'] 
“  It  concerns  my  son.” 

Bun .  [In  the  doorway ,  c.  F. — aside ]  Hollo!  —  What 
does  she  say  ? 

Twi.  “  Your  son,  madam  ?” 

Bun.  [4side.]  Oh,  ho  ! — She’s  got  a  son  ! — She’s  a 
nice  ’un  ! 

Mrs.  P.  “  And  what  other  interest  could  vanquish  my 
repugnance  to  seek  this  meeting,  which  you  have  never 
sought;  but  I  saw  him  in  a  state  which  would  curdle 
all  your  blood.” 

Bun.  [Aside.]  Oh,  she  has  seen  him ! — I  wonder 
where. 

Mrs.  P.  “  His  heart — his  tender  youthful  heart,  is 
broken  at  your  order  for  him  to  leave  his  native  land. 
What  could  have  incurred  his  father’s  anger?” 

Bun .  His  father! — Well,  if  that  gentleman 

should  turn  out  to  be  his  father! 

Mrs.  P.  “Since  that  fatal  duel  ravished  from  our 
arms  our  other  godlike  son.” 

Bun.  [Aside.]  What,  another  — Why,  I  wonder  how 
many  the  old  lady’s  got. 

Twi.  “  Remember,  perfidious  woman  !  what  you’ve 
done:  in  taking  an  adulterer  to  your  arms,  you  have 
introduced  a  stranger-child  into  our  house.” 

Bun.  [Aside.]  A  strange  child  !— What  a  horrible 

old  woman  ! 

Mrs.  P .  [Rising.]  “  Let  me  fly  !” 

Bun.  [Aside.]  Oh,  she  wants  to  bolt ! — A  nice  wed¬ 
ding  1  shall  have  ! 

Twi.  [Pushing  her  into  her  scat.]  “  No,  you  shall  not 
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fly — you  shall  not  escape  the  guilt  which  clogs  your 
footsteps !” 

Hun.  [Jside.]  Oh,  I  see  how  it  is  :  this  chap’s  her 
husband. — I’ve  heard  enough — I’m  off!  [Exit,  c.  D.  F. 

Mrs.  P.  [Rising.]  Well,  sir,  what  do  you  think  of  it? 
You  don’t  tiiink  I’m  too  superannuated  to  create  an  ef¬ 
fect  upon  a  London  audience  ? 

Twi.  An  effect!  —  Prodigious! — Why,  you  are  the 
Guilty  Mother  herself! 

Mrs.  P.  [ Holding  up  her  fan  before  ner  face.']  Oh,  sir, 
you  are  a  flatterer — you  quite  confuse  me  ! 

A  noise  without,  R. — Mrs.  Pimpernel  hides  the  MS.  hastily. 

Twi.  [Looking  out,  r.]  But  what’s  all  this  bustle 
about  ? 

Mrs.  P.  Oh,  they  are  the  wedding  guests. 

Twi.  A  wedding,  eh  ? 

Mrs.P.  Yes,  sir,  a  wedding.  A  gentleman  from 
London  is  to  be  married  to  my  daughter;  and  if  you 
would  condescend  to  honour  us  with  your  presence, 
you  might  render  a  young  and  amiable  girl  an  extraor¬ 
dinary  service. 

Twi.  What,  in  the  connubial  line  ?  Oh,  I  understand  : 
I’m  to  pass  for  her  husband,  I  suppose?  [Aside.]  I’m 
getting  used  to  it. 

Mrs.  P.  No,  sir,  that’s  not  it :  it’s  merely  to  walk  the 
bride  to  church.  My  daughter  Fanny  is  going  to  be 
married  to  day— if  you  would  just  hand  her  along,  it 
would  give  such  an  eclat  to  the  thing. 

Twi.  Very  amusing,  upon  my  life  ! 

Mrs.P.  I  knew  you’d  think  it  so.  [Mttsic  without,  R  ] 
Here  comes  the  blooming  bride.  Here’s  your  favour, 
sir— I  have  a  needle  and  thread  quite  handy,  [Seu’ino-  it 
to  his  coat.]  ;  and  here’s  the  gloves. 

Music. — Enter  Fanny  and  Attendants,  R. 

[To  Fanny.]  Ah,  my  dear  child,  how  handsome  you  look  » 
But  where  is  Bunbury  ? 

Fanny,  (r.)  I  saw  him  a  few  minutes  since,  and  he 
seemed  quite  flustered. 

Mrs.P.  (r.c.)  I  can't  help  saying,  that  if  this  is 
London  manners,  in  Tunbridge  we  should  call  it  very 
ill-breeding. 

Enter  Bunbury,  c.  d.  f. 

V\  ell,  Bunbury,  you  liav’nt  showed  much  anxiety  for 
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the  happy  moment.  Everybody  is  ready — we  ve  been 
only  waiting  for  you. 

Bun.  (c.)  Why,  you  see,  Mrs.  Pimpernel, circumstances 
alter  cases:  if  the  goods  don’t  come  up  to  the  sample, 
the  bargain’s  olT. 

All.  [Loudly.]  What  does  he  mean? 

Bun.  [ Tubing  Twisselton  and  Mrs.  P.  aside.]  The  othei 
son,  who  had  to  fly  his  country — if  he  should  return, 
Fanny  will  be  choused  out  ot  her  property. 

Mrs.  P.  What  other  son  ?— Are  you  mad  ? 

Bun.  [To  Twisselton.]  And  you,  Mr.  What-d’ye-call-um, 
may  have  a  right  to  the  old  woman’s  moveables  ;  and 
then  a  pretty  figure  I  should  cut  in  Threadneedle  Street ! 

Ttoi.  The  old  woman’s  moveables  ! 

Bun.  [To  Twisselton.]  Now,  l  say,  come  to  the  point : 
will  you  give  me  your  consent  to  the  match,  and  make 
over  to  me,  under  your  hand,  all  the  right  and  claim  to 
any  control  over  the  property  of  Fanny’s  mother  ? 

Twi.  Of  course  I  will.  But,  I  say,  you’re  stark 
staring  mad  ! 

Enter  Dick,  c.  d.  f. 


Dick.  The  parson’s  waiting  at  the  church. 

Bun.  Well,  let  him  wait.  [ Drives  off  Dick,  c.  D.  F.J  I’m 
not  to  be  victimised !  One  word  for  all,  Mrs.  P. :  I’ve 
been  to  my  lawyer’s,  and  told  him  all  about  it,  and  he 
says  if  you’ll  sign  a  paper  in  Fanny’s  favour,  l  can  marry 
without  any  fear. — So  will  you  or  not? 

Mrs.  P.  Certainly  I  will. 

Bun.  Well,  then,  if  this  gentleman  will  take  my  place 
till  I  run  over  to  Mr.  Capias,  the  lawyer’s,  I’ll  meet  you 
all  at  the  church-door. 

Twi.  Oh,  certainly.  ,  ,  ,  ,  _  , 

Bun.  [Goi»g.]  Fanny,  how  pretty  you  do  look  !  Good 
bv  for  the  present— Fll  be  there  nearly  as  soon  as  you 
aJe.  [Exit,  c.  d.  f. 

Twi.  \ Looking  at  himself  and  the  group  ]  Well,  I  cut  a 
pretty  figure  here  1 — I  wonder  what  Mrs.  Alexis  Twis¬ 
selton  would  say  to  ail  this  ! 

[ They  all  form  into  procession. 


Enter  FlGGlNS  and  SPRIGGINS,  c.  D.  F.,  and  exchange  looks- 
Mrs.  Twisselton  enters  at  the  same  time ,  l.,  unseen  by 

the  wedding  party. 

Mrs.  T.  [Aside,  with  surprise.]  My  husband  leading  a 
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bride,  and  with  a  wedding  favour  on  his  breast! — Good 
heavens  !  what  can  this  mean  ? 

Mrs.  P.  That  stupid  Bunbury  has  quite  turned  me 
topsy-turvy.  [To  Twisselton .]  Now  do  say  something  pretty 
and  complimentary  to  Fanny,  for  it’s  a  very  trying  occa¬ 
sion. 

Twi.  I  will.  [To  Fanny.]  You’ll  not  be  surprised  when 
I  acknowledge  this  to  be  the  happiest  moment  of  my 
life,  my  dear  Fanny  ! 

Fig.  [To  Spriggins.]  His  dear  Fanny  ! 

Mrs.  T  [Aside.]  His  dear  Fanny  ! 

Fanny.  Oh,  sir,  excuse  the  blushes  of  a  bride  ! 

Twi.  I  do  excuse  them  ;  and  let  me,  ere  you  boast 
that  honouring  name,  imprint  upon  your  rosy  lips  one 
chaste  salute,  [/fisses  her ,  and  struts  about.]  I  like  it. 

Mrs.  P.  Now,  then,  to  church. 

Twi.  Ah,  to  church. — Come  along,  loveliest  of  your 
sex  ! — Give  me  that  hand,  soon  to  be  joined  in  Hymen’s 
rosy  bonds — now  for  it — here  we  go  !  [Aside  to  Mrs.  Pim¬ 
pernel.]  I  say,  don’t  I  do  it  handsomely  and  fashionably  ? 
Ah,  there  is  nothing  like  the  fashionable  touch  after  all ! 

[He  takes  Fanny's  hand,  Mrs.  Pimpernel  takes  his  arm ,  and 
the  music  plays  ‘‘  Haste  to  the  Wedding.” — Exeunt  the 
wedding  procession ,  R. — Mrs.  Twisselton,  L.  D. — Figgins 
and  Spriggins  advance  to  the  front. 

Fig.  Very  pretty,  indeed  :  here’s  bigamy  in  perfec¬ 
tion  !  Why,  he’s  “  Everybody’s  Husband  !”— he’s  mar¬ 
ried  to  my  ward. 

Spr.  (c.)  And  my  ward  ! 

Fig.  And  by  this  time  he  must  be  half  married  to  our 
hostess’s  daughter;  but  let  us  look  at  the  card,  let  us 
learn  his  name.  [Reads.]  “  Mr .  Alexis  Twisselton .” — I’m 
electrilied — horror-struck — and  wonder-struck  ! 

Spr.  I  tell  you  what  I’ll  do— I’ll  fetch  his  wife. 

Fig.  Wife!  which  wife? 

Spr.  Why,  his  real  wife  ;  and  that  she  may  credit  this 
horrible  story,  do  you  go  with  me  to  confirm  it. 

Fig.  Willingly!  Now,  Mr.  Alexis  Twisselton,  your 
wives  will  make  the  temperature  of  this  room  too  hot  to 
hold  you,  or  I  know  nothing  of  the  heat  of  atmosphere 
produced  by  the  presence  of  half  a  dozen  of  enraged 
ladies.  [ Exeunt ,  c.  D.  f. 

Enter  Mrs.  Twisselton,  and  a  Maid-Servant ,  r.  s.  e. 

Mrs.  T.  Can  I  be  mistaken  ? — I  could  not — my  lawful 
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husband  is  gone  to  be  married  to  some  one  else  !  [ Toth r 
Maid.]  Would  you  be  kind  enough  to  show  me  Mr. 
Alexis  Twisselton’s  room  ? 

Dlaid.  [Pointing  to  the  door,  n.]  That’s  it.  [Exit,  l. 

Mrs.  T.  [Aside.]  I  must  find  out  the  enigna. 

[ Retires  up,  R. 

Enter  Bunhury,  hastily,  c.  d.  f. 

Bun.  Oh,  dear  me  !  how  I  am  blown — I  thought  1 
should  have  been  in  time — old  Capias  says  it’s  all  right 
— so - 

Mrs.  T.  [Ccmmg  forward.]  Do  you  belong  to  the  house, 
sir  ? 

Bun.  (c.)  Why,  yes,  ma’am  ;  I  think  I  may  say  I  do, 
ma’am. 

Mrs.  T.  Could  you  inform  me  whose  wedding  that  is, 
that  is  about  to  take  place  ? 

Bun.  [^side.]  Here’s  a  question.  Whose  wedding, 
ma’am — why,  I  think  I  ought  to  be  able — why,  it’s  mine, 
ma’am,  mine. 

Mrs.  T.  How  is  that  gentleman  concerned  in  it,  who 
just  left  this  apartment,  with  the  bride  1 

Bun.  In  my  place — who  held  my  wife’s  arm  ? — That’s 
my  deputy. — Oh,  he’s  married  already 

Mrs.  T.  Yes  ;  I  know  that,  sir. 

Bun.  Oh,  you  know  him,  then  ? — Know  his  wife, 
perhaps  ? 

Mrs.  T.  No  one  better. 

Bun.  [Aside. ]  This  is  a  lucky  meeting — I  shall  now 
have  the  full,  true,  and  particular  account.  [To  her.] 
Pray,  ma’am,  was  it  a  love-match  ? 

Mrs.  T.  I  thought  so,  at  the  time. 

Bun,  They  say,  I  suppose,  that  he’s  no  great  shakes. 

Mrs.  T.  [Surprised.]  Sir  ! 

Bun.  [Aside.]  There’s  some  mystery  about  this  chap. 
I  suppose  you  are  acquainted  with  Mrs.  Pimpernel, 
who  keeps  this  house— and  I  dare  say  you’ll  think  it 
strange,  but  this  strange  gentleman  is  my  honoured 
father-in-law. 

Mrs.  T.  Your  father-in-law  !  what,  Mr.  Alexis  Twis- 
selton  ? 

Bun .  [Knowingly,]  Oh,  what  you  know  him  by  that 
name,  do  you  ? 
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Mrs.  T.  You  must  be  dreaming,  sir.  [Aside.]  If  this 
man  is  not  mad,  I  know  not  what  to  think. 

[  IValks  about  distractedly. 

Bun.  Aside.]  This  lady’s  got  the  phoby  !  I’ll  be  off. 

[Jlu ns  off,  R. 

Mrs.  T.  [Walking  about  distractedly.]  I  am  so  horrified, 
that  I  hardly  know  whether  I  am  asleep  or  awake. 

Enter  Figgins,  C.  d.  f. 

Fig.  Oh,  my  dear  madam,  I  was  just  about  going  to 
you. — I  am  glad  you  have  arrived — I  hope  it  may  not 
be  too  late — but  your  husband - 

Mrs.  T.  Well,  sir,  what  of  my  husband? 

Fig.  Why,  madam,  he  had  not  only  a  wife  living  be¬ 
fore  he  married  you, — but  1  am  afraid,  by  this  time,  he  is 
married  to  a  second. — The  name  of  the  first  is  Tomkins, 
my  own  ward. 

Mrs.  T.  Gracious  heavens  !  it  cannot  be — the  person 
who  just  left  the  room  informed  me  that  my  husband 
was  also  the  husband  of  Mrs.  Pimpernel,  the  person 
who  keeps  this  boarding-house. 

Fig.  Here  comes  Mrs.  Pimpernel. 

Enter  Mrs.  Pimpernel,  in  alarm ,  r. 

Mrs.  P.  Every  place  has  been  searched,  and  Bunbury 
is  no  where  to  be  found — it  will  be  quite  the  town-talk. 

Fig.  What  has  happened,  Mrs.  Pimpernel? 

Mrs.  P.  The  most  horrible  thing  that  could  happen  to 
a  fond,  maternal  parent. — The  bridegroom  is  not  to  be 
found. 

Fig.  That’s  rather  awkward  — But  here  is  a  lady  who 
wishes  to  be  accommodated  for  a  short  time,  in  your 
boarding-house.  [Introducing  Mrs.  Twisselton. 

Mrs.  P.  I  have  not  the  pleasure  of  knowing  the  lady, 
but  Mr.  Figgins’s  introduction - 

Mrs.  T.  [Crossing  to  c.]  But,  though  you  are  not  ac¬ 
quainted  with  me,  madam,  you,  at  least,  know  the  gentle¬ 
man  who  accompanied  the  young  lady  to  church. 

Mrs.  P.  Oh,  yes,  ma’am  ;  yes,  1  certainly  know  him, 
but  only  since  he  has  lodged  with  me  ;  and  thus  much  I 
can  say,  that  1  never  met  with  a  more  amiable,  good- 
tempered,  complaisant  person  ;  and  as  for  that  matter,  so 
is  his  wife,  who  passed  here  under  the  name  of  Miss 
Thompson. 
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Fig.  You  mean  Tomkins. 

Mrs.  P.  Indeed,  I  do  not — I  mean  wliut  I  say,  sir, 
Thompson. 

Mrs.  T.  What,  another? — .1  declare  they’ll  quarrel 
who  is  really  my  husband’s  wife ! — This  is  not  to  be 
borne. 

Mrs.  P.  What  do  you  say,  madam?  You  the  wife - 

Mrs.  T.  [Enraged.]  Of  Mr.  Alexis  Twisselton  ! 

Fig.  Oh,  I’ll  answer  for  that. 

Mrs.  P.  Well,  this  I’ll  say  and  stand  to:  that  he  told 
me  with  his  own  mouth,  that  he  was  married  to  Miss 
Thompson. 

Mrs.  T.  [Affected.]  This  is  too  much.  [To  Mrs.  Pimper¬ 
nel.]  My  dear  lady,  have  me  show  n  to  my  apartment. 

Mrs.  P.  Will  you  walk  for  the  present  into  this  cham¬ 
ber.  [Conducting  her  to  the  room,  L. — aside.]  Unfortunate 
Mrs.  Twisselton. 

Mrs.  T.  [Sobbing.]  Barbarous  Mr.  Twisselton  ! 

[Exit,  L.  D. 

»  Fig.  [Looking  after  her.]  Poor  heart-broken  Mrs.  Twis¬ 
selton. — But  I’ll  go  and  hunt  up  Spriggins,  and  we’ll 
have  this  universal  husband  laid  by  the  heels,  with  as 
little  delay  as  possible.  [Exit,  c.  n.  f. 

Mrs.  P.  And  I  will  search  every  hole  and  corner,  for 
that  little  wretch,  Bunbury.  [Ea.'it,  r. 

Enter  Twisselton,  almost  breathless,  r.  s.  e 

Tu  i.  Thank  heaven,  all’s  over !  I  never  thought  I 
could  have  undergone  all  this,  but  I  suppose  to  a  young 
man  and  a  steam-engine  nothing  is  impossible. — I  un¬ 
derstand  from  Dick,  that  Mrs.  T.  has  arrived;  I  hope 
she  has  not  heard  of  any  of  my  little  winning  ways,  here¬ 
abouts.  If  she  has,  I  shall  be  lectured  for  a  week  on 
moral  conduct,  conjugal  duty,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing. 

Enter  Spriggins,  c.  d.  f. 

Spr.  Oh,  ho  !  here  you  are. — Ar’nt  you  a  pretty  vil¬ 
lain,  sir,  to  have  been  committing  a  triple  alliance. 

Twi.  Ay,  sir  ;  but  not  a  u  holy  alliance.” 

Spr.  Insensible  puppy  !  what  must  your  heart  re¬ 
semble  ? 

Twi.  (r.)  Oh,  my  heart’s  like  the  Greenwich  stage, 
and  carries  six  inside. 

Spr.  Very  fine,  sir.  [A  noise  without,  r.]  But  what  the 
devil’s  the  matter  now'  ? 
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B'inhury.  [I Vitliout.]  Send  for  a  doctor!  send  fora 
doctor  ! 


Enter  B unbury,  hastily,  r. 


Ban.  Send  fora  doctor!  my  mother-in-law  is  incon¬ 
solable  for  not  seeing  me  at  church,  and  supposing  I  was 
oil  with  the  match,  has  been  suddenly  taken  in  a  fit  in 
the  street.  [Smno-  Twisselton]  Oh,  I’m  glad  I’ve  found 
von  sir.— If  you  hav’nt  the  heart  of  a  cannibal,  or  if  it 
isn  t  a  piece  ot  Britannia  metai,  you’ll  fly  to  the  as¬ 
sistance  of  your  lawful  wife. 

Bpr.  His  wife? 

Bun.  Yes,  his  wife,  Mrs.  Pimpernel. 

Spr  What,  another  ?  That  makes  four  wives  or  I'm 
a  Dutchman. 

Bun.  \  es,  sir;  his  wife— a  secret  marriage— two 

the  otnherPh JV  fl°ne„of  them  fel1  a  fight  as  he  fit,  and 
the  other  had  to  fly  the  country,  and  is  now,  perhaps,  in 

Van  Dieman  s  Land,  [Twisselton  laughs.]  or  Nova  Scotia 

or  thereabouts.  [To  Taisselton. j  Do%ou  dare  to  deny  t 

Tick  [ Laughing  violently .]  Deny  it  !  to  the  contrary 

Ba"S  Nomsir.“  U<!'  D°  y°"  kn°W  “  King  PePin> 

“Tlie.  Gl,il,y  Mother,”  into  (he 
b  irgam  and  a  devilish  good  jest  it  is.  r  Lau shine 

U  ’"ay  Iaugh>  sir>  but  lel  "te  ‘ell  you,  polf-' 

A ''“"ging  matter:  but  in  this  case,  old  Kentle- 

wed  ioc! 6  "j'fpen  "°',se  wi"  n»‘  succeed  the  noose  of 

to  my  real  wife°'l  Z‘  ,  T-d  enouS'’  to  »«lk  with  n,e 
n  reR‘ Wlte>  1  will  explain  everything. 

real  wife  !  where  is  she  ? 

„ri  ' ['  tl?S  t0  the  doors>  R-  avd  «-•]  Here,  there  everv. 

^  here  .  He  has  them  in  all  quarters _ but  horn  ^ 

poor  Mrs.  Pimpernel.  q  *  8  but  here  comes 

^  **  icon  III5'-”:  'Z 

the  same  time,  c.  D,  f.  »«iig(,ins  at 

Bun.  Place  a  chair  for  poor  mother  in-law. 
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Mrs.  T.  Once  more  I  behold  the  traitor! — What  can 
be  the  meaning  of  all  this  ? 

Fanny.  [Looking  at  Mrs.  Pimpernel .J  She  s  coming  to 
herself. 

JMrs.  P.  [ Recovering .]  Where  am  I? 

Bun.  In  your  own  house,  mother-in  law — in  the  bosom 
of  your  family. 

Mrs.  P.  Where  is  Bunbury  ?— Are  they  married? 

Bun.  Here  l  am — ail  is  over — Fanny  is  Mrs.  Bunbury, 
and  [Showing  Twisselton •]  here  is  your  husband. 

Mrs.  P.  [ Shrieking ,  and  rising  in  alarm.]  Mine  here  ! 
where  is  he? 

Bun.  [Pointing  to  Twisselton.]  Here  he  is,  before  your 
eyes. 

Mrs.  P.  [Pushing  away  Bunbury.]  Stupid  fellow  !  you 
really  frightened  me. 

Bun.  Ay,  I  know  you  want  to  keep  it  a  secret,  but  it 
won’t  do — 1  say,  it  won’t  do. 

Mrs.  P.  Be  quiet,  booby. 

Bun.  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  I  am  no  booby — [Pointing 
to  Twisselton.]  He  is  the  husband  of  Mrs.  Pimpernel. 

Spr.  And  of  my  ward. 

Fig.  And  of  mine— and  we  saw  him  go  to  church. 

Spr.  To  be  married  to  another  lady, 

Mrs.T.  [Coming  forward,  pointing  to  Fanny.]  And  I 
heard  him  declare  himself  this  lady  ’s  husband.  [To  Twis - 
*elton.]  Monster  !  villain  !  giant  of  bigamy  ! 

Twi.  Now  only  hear  me,  my  dear,  adorable  Mrs. 
Twisselton— I  am  still  your  own  faithful,  constant  little 
Twiss. 

Mrs  T.  It’s  all  a  wicked  falsehood,  sir  ;  you  faithful 
and  constant!  you  wholesale  breaker  of  the  fond  connu¬ 
bial  vow.  Where  have  you  hidden  your  other  wives  ? 

Fig.  [Aside.]  1  have  it— I’m  in  the  secret— I’ll  have 
the  other  wives  in  court  in  a  twinkling.  [To  Mrs.  Twissel- 
ton.]  W  ould  you  like  to  be  introduced  to  the  acquaint¬ 
anceship  of  this  gentleman’s  other  wives? 

Mrs.  T.  Here’s  a  question  for  a  heart-broken  wife  ! 

Fig.  If  you  would,  knock  at  either  of  those  doois  — 
at  any  door  in  t-he  house,  and  out  will  pop  a  wife. 

Mrs.  T.  Horrible  ! 

Spr.  Dreadful ! 

Fig.  Damnable  !  [Loudly.]  All  ladies,  come  into  court ! 
[Be  knocks  at  the  diff  erent  doors ,  und  out  run  Miss  lhompsott 

and  Miss  Tomkins — they  rush  towards  Twisselton. 
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[act 


I. 


Mrs.  T.  I’m  horror-struck,  and  wonder-struck  ! 

Miss  Tho.  Let  your  surprise,  ma'am,  give  way  to  gen¬ 
tler  feelings. — Your  husband  was  kind  enough  to  pass 
himself  off  as  mine,  to  shield  me  from  my  guardian’s 
anger. 

Miss  Tom.  He  generously,  for  a  few  moments,  played 
the  part  of  my  husband,  for  the  same  laudable  purpose. 

Fan.  He  led  me  to  church,  I  confess  ;  but  this  [ Taint¬ 
ing  to  Bunbury.]  was  the  gentleman  I  was  married  to. 

Twi.  [To  Mrs.  Pimpernel.']  I  believe,  madam,  I  con¬ 
tracted  also  a  mimic  marriage  with  you.  [ Pompously ,  and 
throwing  himself  into  an  attitude.]  Do  you  remember  “The 
Guilty  Mother  V* 

Mrs.  P.  [In  mock  heroics,  and  drawing  out  her  handker¬ 
chief.]  1  do,  “  King  Pepin.” 

Twi.  [Looking  round.]  Is  there  any  other  lady  w  ishes 
to  claim  me  lor  her  husband; — There  is  silence  in  the 
court — who,  then,  among  ye  all,  is  to  have  me  ? 

Mrs.T.  I,  sir,  your  lawfully  wedded  wife;  and, 
[Pointing  to  Miss  Thompson  and  Miss  Tomkins.]  1  hope  the 
guardians  of  these  ladies  will  forgive  them  as  heartily 
as  I  do. 

Miss  Tho.  8c  }  ,,  ,  , 

Miss  Tom.  I  Mada,“  ! 

Twi.  I  see.  by  the  smile  playing  on  the  two  good- 
looking  countenances  of  these  elderly  young  gentlemen, 
that  you  have  prevailed,  and  I  congratulate  you.  1  hope 
all  are  now  satisfied. 

AIL  All,  all ! 

Twi.  [Pulling  out  his  gloves,  slapping  his  hat  on,  and  cross¬ 
ing  to  c.]  And  I  may  now  pursue  my  journey  ? 

Mrs.  T.  May  I  detain  you  for  a  few  minutes  ? 

Twi.  Certainly. 

Airs.  T.  Why,  then,  it  seems  to  me,  that  if  all  present 
are  satisfied,  you  had  better  stay  where  you  are. 

Twi.  And  appear  again  to-morrow  as  Everybody's 
Husband. 


DISPOSITION  OF  THE  CHARACTERS  AT  THE 
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